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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



DESERT NIGHT 



June moon of the desert, 

Sailing low — 
The ways are free 

Where God's fleets go. 

The palo verde 

You silver-tip; 
The mesquite leaves 

With your ghost-glow drip. 

Deep down in furrows 

Of wind-plowed hills 
You shine, and their glory 

Overspills. 

MAN ANA 

Sf, si, senor, 

Should one ask, what for 

This slumbering 

When day is on the wing — 

There is roof overhead; 
On the table, bread; 
On the vine, 
Grapes for new wine; 
Burros two; 
And, querida mia, you. 
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William H. Simpson 



Tomorrow — 

Why trouble borrow? 

BURRO LOADS 

What do you carry, O burros gray, 
Heaped high with loads, at break of day? 

Pinyon for fires, when days are cold, 
And old men shiver, so cold, so old. 

Pinyon for fires, when coals are red, 
And brown-skinned bodies are blanketed. 

Pinyon for fires — like a crimson rose, 
Flaming, in camps by the early snows. 

Paisano, nifia, or serior bold — 

Light for their souls, as bells are tolled. 

LANDSCAPE 

Quiet of November waters, 
White in the twilight — 

A narrow rippled ribbon, thrown carelessly by anybody, 
across faded fields. . . . 

Troubled March waters, 
Black in the noonshine — ■ 

In curves, pushing against the late snows, tumbling them 
in. 
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